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and a sterner grandeur frowns over our time-shattered Castles.
He has peopled our hills with Heroes, even as Ossian peopled
them ; and, like a presiding spirit, his Image haunts the
magnificent cliffs of our Lakes and Seas. And if he be, as
every heart feels, the author of those noble Prose Works that
continue to flash upon the world, to him exclusively belongs
the glory of wedding Fiction and History in delighted union,
and of embodying in imperishable records the manners, char-
acter, soul, and spirit of Caledonia ; so that, if all her annals
were lost, her memory would in those tales be immortal. His
truly is a name that comes to the heart of every Briton with
a start of exultation, whether it be heard in the hum of cities
or in the solitude of nature. What has Campbell ever ob-
truded on the Public of his private history ? Yet his is a
name that will be hallowed for ever in the souls of pure, and
aspiring, and devout youth ; and to those lofty contempla-
tions in which Poetry lends its aid to Religion, his immortal
Muse will impart a more enthusiastic glow, while it blends in
one majestic hymn all the noblest feelings which can spring
from earth, with all the most glorious hopes that come from
the silence of eternity. Byron indeed speaks of himself often,
but his is like the voice of an angel heard crying in the storm
or the whirlwind; and we listen with a kind of mysterious
dread to the tones of a Being whom we scarcely believe to
jbe kindred to ourselves, while he sounds the depths of our
nature, and illuminates them with the lightnings of his genius.
And finally, who more gracefully unostentatious than Moore,
a Poet who has shed delight, and joy, and rapture, and exulta-
tion, through the spirit of an enthusiastic People, and whose
name is associated in his native Land with every thing noble
and glorious in the cause of Patriotism and Liberty. We
could easily add to the illustrious list; but suffice it to say,
that our Poets do in general bear their faculties meekly and
manfully, trusting to their conscious powers, and the sus-
ceptibility of generous and enlightened natures, not yet extinct
in Britain, whatever Mr. Coleridge may think ; for certain it
is, that a host of worshippers will crowd into the Temple,
when the Priest is inspired, and the flame he kindles is from
Heaven.

Such has been the character of great Poets in all countries
and in all times.   Fame is dear to them as their vital existence